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interesting   portion   of   the  literature that stands
against his name.
Here is a letter written on Juno llth, 1903, from
Castle Springs, California, to a friend in India; it
speaks, like a living messenger, of his characteristic
happiness:
On May 19th, while Kama was stretched on a boulder
by the riverside, there was brought to Rama by the
manager of Dr. Killer's place here a very lovely
hammock sent unexpectedly by a friend from Seattle. It
was immediately suspended between a green oak and a
red fir tree high up in the air. With bubbling joy and
overflowing laughter, Rama rolled himself up into the
hanging bed. The fragrant gentle breezes began to rock
Rama to and fro, the river went on with its CM melody,
Rama laughed and laughed and laughed. Did you hear
him? A chirping robin was watching overhead when
Rama was swaying back and forth. Perhaps he was
envious of Rama. Was he ? No, that cannot be, every
robin, sparrow, or nightingale knows Rama to be its own,
At any rate when Rama left the hammock for a while to
let out the uncontrolled inner pleasure in frisking about
and dancing, the pretty robin stole the sweet opportunity
to try a swing in the hammock. Say, are not Rama's
little birdies and flowers frolicsome, merry and
free?
May 20; Noon. The President of the United States
on his way to the north stopped at the Springs awhile.
The representative lady of the Springs Company present-
ed him with a basket full of lovely flowers and immediate-
ly after that he accepted from Rama most gracefully,
lovingly and cheerfully the u Appeal on behalf of
India ". He kept the book in his right hand all the time
and while responding with his right hand to tha
salutations of the crowds, the book naturally and spon*
taneously rose up to his forehead at least a hundred
times. When the train started, he was seen reading
it attentively in his -carriage* and once more he wave!
thanks to Rama from the leaving train.